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GLANCES AT NEW BOOKS. 
THE DUKE AT FAULT. 


Two Letters on the Character of the Duke of Wellington, 
and on Defence in the Streets. By Junius Redivivus. 
London, Tatler Office. 1832. 


Tur republication of these two letters affords us an | 
opportunity of saying a few words on the subject to 
which they refer. The first may now be fairly numbered 
among the deaths, and spoken of under the head Obituary, 
for nobody will venture yet awhile to say the Duke has 
any character existing. In this respect he may now be 
the better suited to be the colleague of him of the Ex- 
chequer, who has notoriously long been able to travel 
safely where characters are in danger of being stolen. 
As to the position of the great question, until the day. 
on which these remarks appear, the town must remain 
in suspense ; and although the incapability of the Duke 
to form a Cabinet, and the consequent return of the 
Whigs to office, may be certain (if they please), the 
Reformers, we trust, are too sagacious to take it for 
granted that the battle is ended, and that they may relax 
from their vigilance. The Whigs, by their prompt 
resignation of their offices, have raised their characters 
greatly in the opinion of the country, and have signally 
disconcerted all the schemes of the intriguing part of 
the anti-reformers ; but it is prudent to recollect that 
they have not on some past occasions reaped the fruits 
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of victories gained, and that their deficiency to their 
opponents in craft and manceuvring may again leave un- 
productive their superior integrity and wisdom. The bill 
must shortly be again submitted to its trial, and the 
question of paramount importance is, under what 
alteration of circumstances will Lord Grey’s administra- 
tion attempt to pass it? Will they rely on the reduced 
strength of their opponents, consequent on the loss of 
character which some of them have sustained in the late 
struggle? or wil! they, availing themselves of their 
own additional strength, carry the bill by support from 
new Peers, which, past events have shewn, ought to have 
been earlier insisted on, The nation now more than 
ever is intent on the measure passing in an unimpaired 
state, and they will not be brought to acquiesce in any 
qualifying expedients, which under the pretence of con- 
cilistion may endanger its future mutilation. And let it 
berecollected that the passing of a measure is dependent on 
votes and not characters, and that the votes of the trimmers 
have lost none of their potency. Further, the Reform 
Bill, admitting it, at least for the sake of argument, ta 
be complete, perfect as a Reform Bill, ought to be consi- 
dered with reference to propositions which may hereafter 
be submitted to the decision of the 4wo Haysess and if 
the average quality of the Upper House be not improved 
by an infusion of a healthier spirit than it can now boast, 
what reception will a majority of the present members 
give to any proposal, the objects of which may be felt to be 
most essential to the country, but which they, whether 
from interest or hereditary prejudice, have all their lives 
opposed. These considerations will probably have ad 
their weight in the decision of the Whig Ministers; and 
we are therefore prepared to expect that new Peers will 
be forthwith created. A Reformed House of Commons 
will require a Reformed House of Lords; and as the Bill 
will leave untouched the constitution of the latter, it is 
for the King’s prerogative to interpose, and place the 
two Houses on a similar footing. 

It is gratifying at this stage of the crisis to reflect on 
the exemplary conduct of the people. Secure in the 
eventual success of their exertions, they have abstained 
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from al! childish violence ; while, at the same time at all 


the numerous meetings which have so promptly assem- 
bled, they have shewn a true sense of the conduct of 
their enemies and their own rights, and left no doubt 
that, should aday of greater trial arrive, their actions 
will make good their words. 


MARGARET; OR, THE DAUGHTER’S TRIAL. 
LETTER XXV. 
London, —— Street, 

Dear Emity,—Once more in London, which by a 
strange perversity of English taste is quite full; at the 
very time when spring puts on all her most attractive 
charms, they quit the country, and it is high season in 
London. Riches and luxury, however, in part supply the 
place of nature.—Here roses and all the summer flowers 
may be purchased to adorn your houses ; balconies teem 
with the heavy aroma of mignionette; and cherries, 
strawberries, and grapes are eaten at the moderate price 
of a guinea per dozen.—These things used tobe at * * * 
Castle, where my room was always decked with a variety 
of greenhouse flowers, plants, &c. and daily we partook of 
grapes, peaches, pines, &c. ; but then it seemed a part of 
the magnificence suiting to the regal character of the place, 
and its possessors :—but at present, the people with whom 
I associate, are in all things the direct contrast of the Duke 
and Duchess. They were of the old nobility, their titles 
and honours sat easily upon them, and became, in fact, 
a part of their natures ;—not so the gentry and recently 
titled people of this famous city, with whom I at present 
have intercourse; these have not grown accustomed to 
their newly acquired dignities, but feel uneasy and con- 
scious ; constantly alarmed lest they should commit 
themselves by any breach of etiquette in the newest 
fashion, or occasionally lapse into former habits, when 
they could afford to be comfortable and at ease. It is 
really amusing to watch this anxiety lest any opportu- 
nity should be lost of displaying their consequence, and 
the immense stress laid upon some trifling observance in 
dress or manner. ‘My God, George,’ (exclaimed Lady 
Perkins, one of these modern sprigs of nobility, with an 
immense West Indian fortune) ‘the other day at Lord 
N.’s, you used your knife with fish; I declare I could 
hardly remain at table for shame, it looks so, as if you 
had never been in genteel company.—What is this? (to 
a servant who handed her a note on asalver) a billet 
from Sir Sampson Stock, and I declare without an enve- 
lope, poor man, I thought he knew better; but even my 
Lord Sorrel, the other day, used a wafer instead of wax, 
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monstrously shabby and ungenteel, I think.—My dear 
Anna Maria, (to her daughter) you cannot possibly goin 
white satin to a bali, it is vulgar in the extreme.—Good 
heavens ! what will become of me? I shall never recover 
the disgrace; I left my kiard (card) yesterday at the 
Marchioness’s without folding down the cover.’—‘ Law,’ 
exclaimed the daughter in a pretty affectation ef disdain, 
‘I declare if there is not Miss Dellmour in a hackney- 
coach ; how vulgar !’—‘ Hackney kiarriage (carriage) 
you mean, my dear Anna Maria, never let me hear you 
say coach any more, I desire..—These people will have 
roses in February, employ none but Bond-street trades- 
people, whilst their tables groan under the costly super- 
fluities of luxury and modern epicurism. Yet with a most 
vulgar sense of importance, they seldom fail to mention 
the price of each dainty, both as a tribute to their wealth 
and vanity, thereby avowing their secret admiration of the 
power of money, and of their being unaccustomed to such 
things. 


[To be continued.]} 


TO THE TATLER,. 

Sir,—When are we to have the once talked of, but 
now apparently forgotten, National Cemetery ? 

In the present age of refined taste and feelings, what, I 
would ask, could possibly be more consolatory or more 
delightful to the surviving relative, than to visit the tomb 
of a beloved one, situated in an enchanting garden, sur- 
rounded with flowers, and shaded by avenues of trees? 
What more ornamental to the great capital of the world? 

Who ever quitted Paris without the liveliest reminis- 
cences of their walk through the burial ground of Pere la 
Chaise, the quiet devotional aspect of which benefits both 
the head and the understanding? I remember with gra- 


I had 


suffered, and was still smarting under the severest re- 


titude the benign influence of that sacred spot. 


verses of fortune, at the time of my first visit, and attri- 
bute the tranquillity I at present enjoy entirely to that 
and subsequent visits there. It had awakened religion, 
re-invigorated my drooping spirits, and lessoned me to 
despise more utterly the vanities of temporal things. 1 
have just read from a volume of the immortal Byron, 
| wherein the following lines occur :— 


‘ And not a breath crept through the rosy air, 


And yet the forest leaves seem stirred with prayer ;’ 


} Which I think not inapplicable to the death like stillness 
| of that spot. 
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Frigid indeed must be that bosom, numb to all the | 
finer sensibilities of our nature, which can boast indif- | 
ference as to whether the remains of once-dearly che- | 
rished objects be securely and beautifully lodged in such | 
a place, or condemned to rapid obloquy in a confined | 
churchyard, where graves are huddled upon graves, and | 


the tablets erected to their memories oftentimes des. 


troyed, or at least defaced and insulted at every vaga- | 
bond’s pleasure and caprice, whence at all times bodies | 


are liable to be torn, and shamefully exposed on the dis- 
secting-room table. 

The neighbourhood of Highgate or Hampstead might 
be preferable as the site of a National Cemetery. Being 
hilly, either situation would admit of variety in the dis- 
posal of the ground ; and also possess a charming view 
of a considerable portion of the metropolis. 

I have been induced to trouble you with these few 
lines, with a hope they might lead to further enquiry, 
and elicit some remarks from more able and influential 
pens, in furtherance of so desirable an undertaking. 


Tam, Sir, 
Very faithfully yours, 
May 12th, 1332. C.I 


A SKETCH. 





Freicurep with India’s pearl, and gem, 
The gallant bark with joyful sails, 
Whilst hope exulting guides the helm, 
The whitened cliffs of Albion hails ; 

And hearts within her beams of oak 

Beat high, as their glad vision o’er 

The long expected splendours broke 

Of dazzling suns from Britain’s shore. 


Hail to thee! land of the fair and brave, 

Thy deeds in blazoned stories breathe ; 

Thy sons are monarclis on the wave: 

Thy daughters crowned with beauty’s wreath— 
Thine—waving fields and forests’ pride, 

Soft hills and green luxuriant vales ; 
Thine—streams majestic in their tide, 

And coasts bedecked with thousand sails. 


Now, proudly o’er the yielding wave 
The vessel ploughs her stately way. 
Unconscious of the frowning grave, 
That grimly waits its destined prey. 
But, hark! what agonizing criés 

Ring from that just-now joyous thing ? 
What echoes from the distant skies 
Afar, the dying moanings fling. 
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Tho’ sunbeams played as if in scorn, 

And waves unruffled hid the snare, 

On hidden dangers they are borne, 

Stern fate their guide, and grim despair. 
The labouring timbers heave and erash, 
Through thousand chinks the billows pour ; 
Some kneel in fear,—some madly rash, 
Attempt the gulf and rise no more. 


Gay hope, that sowed their path with light, 
Strewed flowers in their future way, 
Revealed long vistas of delight, 

And crowned with joy and wealth each day, 
Leaves all—and o’er each trembling heart, 
Chill fear and thrilling horror creep, 

As one by one their friends depart, 


Swept by the fierce remorseless deep. Critvs. 








GERMAN AND ITALIAN MUSIC.—RECITATION 
IN ENGLISH OPERAS. 


TO THE TATLER. 
Sir,—I am sorry to see indisposition assigned as the 


cause of the scanty portion of dramatic criticism with 
which you have lately favoured us, and I trust you will 
resume this favourite department of the Tatler, which 
has always been distinguished for impartiality and correct 
judgment, and forms so agreeable a relief to the torrents 
of political discussion (some of it common-place enough) 
with which periodicals of every kind are teeming. The 
mania seems to have reached the Tatler, and though the 
contributions of that esprit forte, Junius Redivivus, on any 
subject, must always be acceptable and interesting to your 
readers, still I would hint that no such carte blanche should 
be accorded to the minor gentium, to the almost total extinc- 
tion of this department of your instructive little work. I 
have just seen the letter of Giovanni Musico, in which 
the rank and classification of musical composers is odd 
enough, and is another instance how difficult it is to 
reconcile opinion in matters of taste or fancy, even 
amongst those whose judgment in these matters would 
appear to be most undeniable; but J think one grand dif- 
ference distinguishes the music of Germany from that of 
Italy,—fine harmonical combinations being a prominent 
feature in the former, and beautiful and flowing melody 
the first object of the latter school; and I should as cer- 
tainly give the preference to the instrumental composi- 
tions of Germany, as I should to the vocal ones of Italy ; 
but I should much like to see your own opinion on this 
subject, asalso what you consider the highest and most 
difficult species of music, the instrumental, sacred or 
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dramatic; as until this is set at rest, no proper classifi- 
cation can take place, one author excelling in one branch, 
and another being distinguished for its opposite, none 
that I know of being equally great in all, with the excep- 
tion of Mozart, whose masses, operas, and instrumental 
compositions, can never be equalled. Perhaps you could 
also assign the reason why the English opera is produced 
without recitative, as I cannot conceive it; for if an 
English audience will listen patiently to recitatives in a 
language which they do not understand, why should 
it be objected to in their own, it being quite as effective 
in expressing passion and sentiment in the hands of a 
great performer as talking can be,—the greatest dramatic 
effects of latter times having been produced in this 
species of entertainment, not in the English, but Italian 
school. The sudden change from singing to speaking, 
as in our English opera, has always appeared to me to 
be the height of barbarism and bad taste, which I trust, 
when Mr Arnold opens his new theatre for a national 


opera, will be abolished, as well as more attention bes- | 


towed upon the acting of our singers than is at present 
paid to it ; for there the Italians leave us far behind, as 
almost every night’s experience testifies. 


The graceful elegance and freedom from narrow pre- | 
judice, as well as delightful domestic pictures contained 


in the letters of Margaret, have afforded me no small 
pleasure in their perusal ; and I hope this department of 
the Tatler will be preserved, as none but a mind embued 
with liberal opinions, true philosophy, and an elegant 
taste, could have written them: they are in fine relief to 


our other matter. 
? Yours most truly, 


Ww. Cc. X 
[Some remarks on the subjects touched on by our 
correspondent in a future paper. We acknowledge the 
justice of some of his complaints; but the unusually 
strong setting in of the stream of politics will excuse us 
with such as he, for being borne away with it. But 
better times seem approaching. } 


WOMEN’S EYES. 

‘ From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive.’ 
A youtn exclaimed, by passion swayed, 
The devil take the eyes of woman: 
A sage, who heard, thus mildly said, 
Alas, my son, we all are human. 
And oh ! those eyes of womankind,— 
The one you spoke of cannot win them : 
Himeelf a pris’ner well confined— 
To plague us has been long within oe 
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PHILHARMONIC SOCIETY. 


SIXTH CONCERT, MONDAY, MAY 14, 1832. 
Bet tf. 
Sinfonia (No. 7) 
Aria, Mr Puicutps, ‘ Qui sdeguo’ 
Zauberflotte) 
Concert—Srucx, Pianoforte. Mademoiselle 
BLAHETKA 
Aria, Madame Com Dawonzav, ‘U na 
voce poco fa,’ (Il Barbiere di Siviglia) 
Overture to the Isles of Fingal (M.S.) , 


ACT II. 


Beethoven. 


(Die 


Mozart. 
Blahetka. 


Rossint: 


F. M. Bartholdy 


Sinfonia in G minor 

Aria, Signor Donze ut, é Tacqui allor’ 
(L’Esule di Roma) 

Quintetto, 2 Violini, Viola, Violoncello, e 
Contra Basso, Messrs Bonner, Warts, 
Moratt, Linotey, and DuaGonerti 

Aria, di Rode con variazioni, Madame 
Cintt Damoreau ‘ . 


Mozart. 


Donizetti. 
Onslow. 


B. Romberg. 
Leader, Signor Sracn NOL zTT1—Conductor, Mr Arrwoop. 


Beetuoven’s symphony is the one in A, containing the 
grand funereal slow movement in A minor. This was 
spiritedly encored. We confess to a little malicious 
pleasure in abetting the demand, knowing the usual un- 
willingness manifested by Signor Spagnoletti to comply 
on these occasions. Mr Attwood has our thanks for the 
promptitude with which he attended to the wishes of the ’ 
audience. The first and last movements in this symphony 
are not especial favourites with us, the former we think 
scarcely worthy of the lofty character of that class of com- 
position ; it is light and fantastic. 

Mr H. Phillips sang the ‘Qui sdegno’ in the most 
perfect accordance with the character of that lovely com- 
position. He was in good voice, and at the close of the 
second verse dropped to the lower E. 

The composition of Mademoiselle Blahetka’s piano- 


| forte concerto is in our opinion superior in merit to her 


style of playing, highly accomplished though this is ; but 
we thought its general effect was somewhat too abrupt 
and snapping. She is, however, an admirable musician : 


| her concerto (in the fine key of E minor) was scored for 
| the band in a manner that displayed good knowledge of 


the powers of the various instruments. 
aspect too, which are youthful, 


Her figure and 
and general air and 
deportment, were strikingly simple and prepossessing. 
These are trifles to notice in a clever musician, they are 
nevertheless delightful adjuncts to superior talent. We 
hear that she is a Bohemian. 

The two pieces which Madame Cinti Damoreau sang, 
were selected by her, we suppose, to exhibit her great 
flexibility and facility of execution; and indeed she was 
rapturously applauded; but instead of two solos, we 
should have preferred hearing her in concert with two 
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such fine associates as Phillips and Donzelli in atrio— | 


the ‘ Tremate’ of Beethoven, for instance. We are also 
anxious to hear her style of executing a pathetic cantabile 
of Mozart (for this after all the flourishing that ever was 
or can be invented is the true perfection of singing). 
She should show how she can sing the ‘ Porgi amor,’ 
‘ Voi che sapete,’ ‘ Dove sono,’ or ‘ Non pit di fiori.’ 

Donzelli’s voice still retains its clear and beautiful 
quality: he met, however, with but partial encourage- 
ment in the common-place air from ‘ZL’ Esule di Roma ;’ 
and moreover he sang it very little better than Winter, 
who throws out his voice by jets like a water plug. 

The overture to the Jsles of Fingal should be repeated. 
The major part of the audience, we feel assured, did not 
appreciate the composer’s intention; which we conceive 
is, to convey an idea of the tumultuous combination of 
wild winds and waves, and mysterious sounds, beating 
round the shores wuere old Ossian saw the shade of 
Cathmor ‘ride from cloud to cloud, and fold itself in 
the wing of a storm.’ The whole composition (in B 
minor) is instinct with originality—the leading subject 
remarkably so, and this the composer has repeated with 
much ingenuity and effect at various intervals of the 
performance. Mr Mendelssohn Bartholdy is a decided 
genius of the first order: we have heard no previous 
composition of his that has impressed us with so full a 
sense of his capabilities, but we feel assured that if he 
please he may do anything in music, and all of the 
highest merit. He is the grandson of the illustrious 
philanthrophist and philosopher, Mendelssohn, and it is 
pleasing to contemplate the spirit of beauty branching 
out into fresh and lovely shapes in the descendant of so 
worthy a man. 


We should like to know Mozart’s reason for leaving 
out the clarionets, drums and trumpets, in his G minor 
symphony. We do not feel the want of them—it is per- 


fect in its kind—perhaps the most sv,—but then to think | 


of the Jupiter, and that divine one in E flat—no, they 
are all supreme. 


The quintett of Onslow’s was not, (unless our me- 
mory deceive us) an integral composion, but made up of 
different movements: the first was in A minor, and the 
slow movement—a most charming one in F major. The 
finale we think was from another quintett. The playing 
of these were absolute perfection: we may venture to say 
that the noble musician himself never heard them so 
performed. 


Romberg’s glorious overture in D, completed the best 
eoncert of the season. 








THEATRICALS. 


Kino’s THEATRE. 

Tue Italians have the luck of it this season. Their 
howling, and the stuff they have had to howl, are fitly in 
unison. If we must have howling and otherwise unfit 
singers, by all means let them have bad music tv mouth. 
The next infliction to a howl, is a fine composition 
howled. Considering, therefore, the qualifications of 
the people that have been imported since February last, 
to perform the Italian operas, we are quite as well satis- 
fied that the best music has not been selected for their 
vociferation. In this sweeping condemnation we of 
course exclude Madame de Meric, and Madame Cinti 
Damoreau. The former, however, is said to be a Ger- 
man, and to owe none of her excellence to Italian instruc- 
tion; and the latter has perfected a naturally fine voice 
and style by anxious care and cultivation, and by follow- 
ing the footsteps of the two most accomplished vocalists 
of the present day—Malibran and Sontag. The Academie 
de Musique at Paris may be said to be her Alma Mater ; 
for in its precincts she attained her present excellence. 
With the exception of these two ladies, the remainder of 
the company either rank below mediocrity, or possess 
qualities of voice that one would not cross a threshold to 
listen to again. 

The new opera by Pacini, ‘ Gli Arabi nelle Gallie) is 
called a ‘ serious opera’—serious it is indeed—melancholy 
—‘melancholy as Moor Ditch;’ melancholy for lack 
of invention, seeing that every melody in it, from 
beginning to end, has been repeated over and over 
again for the past ten years: we speak with refer- 
ence to the first act, for at the end of that period we left 
the house in weariness and disgust. Melancholy in its 
instrumentation, which is feeble and utterly common- 
place; and melancholy in the construction of its plot: 
plot indeed we should not allude to, except to instance 
the universal absence of interest in the piece; since 
no one expects any extraordinary development of 
ingenuity in that department of an Italian opera; 
—Pacini and Vacai may fairly contend for the prize 
of dullness and presumption, and we accordingly promise 
them a split vote. 

Two fresh debutantes appeared with the new opera; 
Signora Grisi and Rosa Mariani. The quality of the 
former’s voice is loud, hard, and aigre, somewhat remind- 
ing us of the blessed Albertini; yet, unlike that persona- 
tion of musical perfection, she must be allowed to jsing 
generally in tune. Her features are small and pert—not 
disagreeably so, but they bave the investigating confi- 
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dence of a six-weeks’ lamb. Her style of singing is me- 


diocre. Rosa Mariani’s voice is a fierce contr’ alto, of no 
considerable compass, the upper notes apparently feeble 
when contrasted with the lower, which are deep, boisterous 
and unfeminine. She appeared in the costume of a 
mailed Amazon, and imparted no small portion of satis- 
faction to those of the audience who deem the perfection 
of singing to consist in the alternation of puling and 
bellowing. Animals affect their kind; if therefore a 
female could be imported that should low like a cow, 
John Bull would be rampant with exstacy. Noise is his 
deliyht,—we never heard a shout that was not followed 
by a thunder of applause, whether there were any tone 
or not-in it. Wordsworth’s idiot boy, who ‘had a voice 
like three,’ would have made his mother’s fortune and 
his own after it; and Dick Knight, the break-neck 
huntsman to Lord Althorp’s grandfather, whose view- 
holla could be heard a mile and a half with the wind,— 
had he kuown the value of his gift, might have become 
a richer man than his master. An uncommon quality of 
voice, and uncommon power, are sufficient stock in trade 
for a singer to embark with for England. The adjuncts 
of obsequiousness are requisite: to be eternally bowing, 
curtseying, or kissing hands at every show of approba- 
tion, is cordial to the aristocratic heart of John Bull. 

We cannot allow this disparaging notice to go without 
some redemption: it is, therefore, with hearty good will, 
and with truth, that we state that the choruses never 
went better during our recollection, than they have 
done this season. 

New Crry Tuearne. 

The Hunchback, otherwise The Lottery Ticket, continues 
to be played here with applause, and Mr Webster has so 
successfully identified himself with the lawyer’s clerk, 
and his propensity for making people miserable, that the 
objections usually started against running old pieces at 
the commencement of a campaign may in the present 
instar ce with justice be waived. 

A very interesting piece has been played here during 
the last week, called The Village Gambler, in which Miss 
Daly acquits herself to admiration. She is well sup- 
ported by Mr Norton in the husband, who gave proofs 
of no ordinary talent: he played with deep feeling, and 
did not overdo the impassioned scenes. Mr Webster and 
his wife made the comic portion highly amusing. 

Mis Clarke, on the tight rope, is clever, and a very 
pleasant, graceful personage withal ; but when she ba- 
lanced herself on the chair, two feet only resting on the 
rope, my admiration was gone. Then there was a clown, 


who put his left leg over his right shoulder, and walked 
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about the stage on the remaining one with perfect ease. 
I speak with all possible respect for the audiences, who 
generally applaud such exhibitions, but 1 cannot help 
protesting against them; they are, in my opinion, in the 
worst possible taste; it is a known fact also, that they 
do not attract ; and it often happens that decent lovers of 
the drama are kept away in consequence; for though 
such performances are truly astonishing, they are not the 
less disgusting. What can be more revolting than to see 
a well-proportioned lLuman being twist his limbs to dis- 
location, in order to form himself into a frog? We shall 
certainly have these inhumans, some day or other, jump- 
Mr Web- 


ster must not depend upon tight-rope figurantes and 


ing down their own throats, as the song says. 


dislocated people for the success of his new undertaking : 
if he does not succeed without them, I can assure him he 
will not with them. 

The Ventriloquist, Mr Sharp, is an exception to the 
above objections; he is a most extraordinary individual. 
The crying child is perfect, and so are his conversations 


in the cellar, where a dog is heard barking beneath: the 
stifled, distant howl of the animal is preserved in so 
exact a manner, that many of the audience seemed to 
doubt whether the sounds came from -his mouth, or from 
that of some dog really underneath. Our late Patriot 
King is very judiciously left out of Mr Webster’s song in 
the Hunchback. When I heard it Jast, it elicited thun- 
ders of applause, in consequence of the King’s supposed 
attachment to Reform ; but now having, like almost all 
other Kings, deceived his people, and shewn his old 
Guelphic adherence to the Tory cause, in spite of the 
prayers and protestations of the whole nation, what is he 
‘ but yesterday a King?’ God send the people of Eng- 
land a happy deliverance from such hands! 
[ From a Correspondent, 8S. W. HH.) 


Saturday’s number will contain a notice of the Germar 
opera. The whole of the music of the Freischutz, well 


performed, will be no small treat. 





Roman Wartcarvutness over Linertry.—There is cer- 
tainly no period in the history of mankind in which the 
spirit of liberty assumed so grand and inflexible an air 
as in Rome, on the establishment of the republic. The 
whole of the second book of Livy is an astonishing 
memorial; witness in the first place the oath by which 
Brutus bound his countrymen—‘ that they would never 
suffer any man to assume the authority or the name of 
King ;’ next the institution of a Master of the Sacrifices, 
which office was made snbject to the jurisdiction of the 
pontiff, ‘fearing,’ says the historian, ‘ lest honour being 
joined to the title, might in some shape be injurious to 
liberty’—then the alarm of the very name of Tarquin in 
one of the Consuls, which banished even him from the 
city, which he had assisted to save. W. 


Errata in the lines ov Rio Janeiro in last Number : 
Sth line, for ‘gay towers’ read ‘tall towers.’ 8th line, for 
* silvery dome’ read ‘ silvery down.’ 
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Theatrical Register. — NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


For the Benefit of Mr Forester. 
Performances Commence —At the Italian Oj Opera, on Tuesday, at 4 past ni , 
8: the doors are opened ove hour before.—Drury Lane—Covent The Comed'etia, entitled 
Garden—Olympic—C ity —7.— Queen’s—Ade!phi—New Strand— be- 


| TAT 
tore 7.—Surrey—Sadler’s W el!s—4 past 6.—Cuburg—3 past 6. —-—T xe | THE LADY OF MUNSTER. 
| 
| 


4 ‘Rei oi ae, tn ' Dn cee 
dooré are opened half an hour bejore the time of commencing. Kate O'Brien, Mrs Waylett. Charles Paragon, Mr Forester. 


After which, the Musical Entertainment of 


Thursday, May i?¢. BROTHER AND SISTER. 
Rosanthe, Miss Forde, Pacheco, Mr Forester. 


T Dy After which, a Burletta, entitled 
DRU RY LANE. THE FOUR SISTERS. 
An Historical Play, entitled _ Caroline Merton, Diana, Evgenia, and Ellen Mrs Waylett. 
Elewith 5 agen gg sage ra cell To conclude with the Musical Entertainment, entitled 
Ina, Miss Phillips. Edith, Miss Faucit, aos Sa 
Alfred, | Mr Macready. | arla, Miss Forde. rederick, Mr Forester. 
Oddune, MrC Jones. Edric. Mr Younge. Ea 
Oswith, Mr H. Wallack. Egbert, Mr Thompson. | * - “ 
Kenric, Mr Couke. Edwy, Mr Yarnold. N EW CITY THEATRE. 
Oswald, Mr Hatton, Arthur, Mr Eaton. 
Edgar, Mr Bedford. Edwin, Mr Fenton. Fo ; eet 
Conrad, Mr Andrews. Arnold, Mr Cathie. “ = prey beled oe 
Guthrum, Mr Cooper. Amund, Mr S. Jones. A New Drama, entitled 
Osear, Mr Honner. Haldane, Mr East. 1 Mies Dal a het, Mr Web 
To conclude with Avner’s Grand Opera of oe - we 2 CET Oe phy <— 
MASANIELLO. Mr Sharp will exhibit his powers ou Ventriloquism. 
Elvira, Mrs B. Penley. Fenella, Miss Kenneth. ‘Yo which will be added, a Burletta, entitled 
Masaniello, Mr I'empleton, Don Alphonso, Mr T. Cooke. | THE HUNCHBACK. 
| 





Pietro, Mr Bedford, Susan, Mrs Webster. Wormwood, Mr Webster. 
| In the conrse of the Evening, a Variety of other Entertainments. 


COV ENT ¢ iy GARDEN. To conclude witha New Melo-Drama, entitled 
THE VILLAGE GAMESTER. 
Mr Sueripan ER tewrite’ Play of 


Mr William Button, Mr Webster. 
THE HUNCHBACK. | sar ‘ . 
Julia, Miss Fanny Kemble. Helen, Miss Taylor. ———_—— 
Master Walter, Mr Sheridan Knowles, ‘ 7 
Sir Thomas Clifford, Mr C Kemble. COBU RG. 

Lord Tinsel, Mr Wrench, Master Wilford, Mr J. Mason. | ee . 
Modus, Mr Abbott. Master Heartwell, Mr Evans. A Divertissement, entitled 
Fathom, Mr Meadows. Thomas, Mr Barnes. RUSTIC REVELS. 

Stephen, Mr Payne, Gaylove, Mr Heny, After which, a Tragedy called 


After whieh, a New Grand Tale of Enchantment, called THE WARDEN OF GALWAY. 
THE TARTAR WITCH AND THE PEDLAR To which will be added, 
- BOY. , “— YOUTH, LOVE, AND FOLLY. 
aga, Miss Taylor. Cepherenza, Miss Cawse, To conclude with 
Ebra, Mrs Keeley. Kuna, Miss Harrington. 4 ‘ 
Zamti, Miss Poole. Azim, Mrs Vining. ROBINSON CRUSOE. 
Chingte te-to, Mr Keeley. Kien-f.ong. Mr Collett. . 
Urasming, Mr Brady. Zimvente, Mr Irwin, 
Dim-sing, Mr Turnonr. Pop-kin, Mr Evans. Frida y Ma 18s 
Benaska, Mr W.H. Payne. Jarphis, Mr Henry. vs y 
Tamur, Mr Mears. Etan, Mr Bender. Octor, Mr F. Sutton. 


Kanghi, Mr Eller. Kokonor, Mr Paulo. DRURY LANE. 


Morton's Comedy of 
SURREY. SPEED THE PLOUGH. 
A New Dramatic Romance, entitled | To conclude with 
THE DEATH-LIGHT! THE BRIDE OF LUDGATE. 
Lilian of the Valley. Mrs W. West. 
Salvador St Henri, Mr Balls. Herrick Wildwater, Mr Elton. on ae 
Erasmus Kiddiwinkle, Mr J. Reeve. COVENT GARDEN. 
After which. the Burlesque of K io Sakae 
QUADRUPEDS. OTEESUES Fez © 
Abrahbamides, Mr John Reeve. THE STRANGER. 
To conclude with To conclude with 
BLACK-EYED SUSAN. | THE TARTAR WITCH AND THE PEDLAR 
Black-Ey’d Susan. Mrs Wilkinson. William, MrC. Hill. | BOY. 
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THIS DAY, 
THH HALFPENNY MAGAZINE, 
No. III. 
Conducted by the Editor of ‘ The Tatler.’ 
Contents: A Political Advertiser (with a Cut); a Short Chat; A 
Coat from Flower Seods, by M.L.G.; Capital Health; Drinking 
(from Cotton); Lines to the Eyebright; England in 1598; Remi- 


niscences for the week; Anne Boleyn ; Boswell ; Columbus ; Pope ; 
Copernicus ; Wharton ; Paley, &c. &c. 
The following are the contents wd Ge two proceding Nos. :— 
o. I. 


An original Prefatory Article, touching on the follies of 
estimating merit by size and price; the Posthumous Child, an 
original poem, by the author of ‘ Woman’s Love ;’ Peculiarities 
of the Americans (from Pickering) ; singular effects of an Eclipse, 
abridged from Lander’s Travels ; Reminiscences for the week—Bona- 

rte, Socrates, Cumberland, Lavoisier, Schiller, Chatham; Irish 

aivete (from Miss Edgeworth); Mistake in judging of Painters 
Poem on Spring, from Nash, &c. 
No. II. 

A look backward and a look forward; The Few and the 
Millions ; May (from Shakspeare) ; Springfield, from Vigne’s Travels ; 
Safe Seal; Fine Arts, Exeter Hall; Must ; No More Tories! (a Cut; 
Reminiscences of the Week, Earl of Strafford, Barneveldt, Thomas 
Simpson, Cardinal Alberoni, Sir William Petty, &c.; Stanzas on 
Revisiting the Scene of Childhood ; Bishop Burnet and the Pluralist ; 
Change of Shape; Payment for a Fright; Experience; A Test ; The 
Boy and the Filberts; The Three Wishes ; —— A Merciless 
Supplanter of Beauty; The Poor Man’s Right to Maintenance, &c. 


Also, this day, price Twopence, 
Two Letters on the Character of 
the Duke of Wellington, and 


on Defence in the Street. 
Reprinted from Nos. 17 and 18 of ‘ The Tatler,’ with an Introduction. 
ublished at the TATLER OFFICE, and sold by all Booksellers 
and Newsmen. 


— — — 


ON THE DRAMA, AND THE TRAINING FOR 
IT AMONG US JUST NOW. 


TO THE TATLER. 

Dear Tatier,—I wish to heaven, my dear fellow, 
you’d say a word or two to our women of the stage, stars 
or mere gas lights, about their dress and carriage. Upon 
my soul, I can’t stand it any longer. Why, there’s not 
a woman in town, positively not one, that can play the 
part of a woman of fashion. They’re all as vulgar as 
mud! I will, however, except Mrs Glover, who has 
some little idea of the thing. If you ask me how is all 
this, I will say, "Pon my soul I don’t know. Perhaps 
*tis stupidity, perhaps because they never enter any of 
our circles! That’s not it, i’faith, neither; for one or 
two—Fanny Kemble, for instance—we have among us 
now and then. I know she is a positive pet lion of two 
cr three of our Dowagers; and yet the girl is as awk- 
ward as pretty Taylor she plays with. Now, why, the 
deuce take it, why cannot these girls be a little more 
quiet and easy! Why, the—(I will not devil, as Robert 
is at my elbow, and coming on)—aye, why can’t they be 
quiet ? They, one and all, fidget me to death ; swimming, 
swinging, and tossing about, never still, not an instant 








still,—arm up and arm down,—double shuffle,—kick at | 


train,—toss up of head, on the double swivel neck-dislo- 
cating-twist, change hands and cross over, L.S. Now 








Tatler, may I lose my Newmarket stakes, lose my betting 
book, lose the I. O. U. for 5000 I got last night at 
Crock’s, and my best Melton hunter,—if—(O, I forgot) 
—and the smiles of that dear little twirler B.,—if I can 
account for all this; besides, my nerves are in sucha 

state, after sitting out these fidgety five-act things, that 
hock and soda scarcely calms my soul! The only thing 
I have found at all efficacious, has been to order Tiger 
and cab, and spank down to Haymarket. There the 
French shew one what acting naturally is. Albert, though 
not as good as little Leontine, still is (like thousands of 
French women in humble life) au fait in what she does. 
You cannot think, friend Tatler, how it calms the nerves, 

after the Drury or Covent fidgets have upset me! Here 

I find ease, quiet, grace. I can imagine | look at a dame 

de qualité, and forget it is Albert. Look at the ensemédle 

and excellence of the gymnase or vaudeville people! 

take the whole round of the 

French stage, and no patch-work hobbles through. And 

why, I say Tatler, why will our people not copy them, 

a’ God’s name ; and if they cannot copy us of ten here— 

go over there, when they’ve a month or two in summer, 

and put themselves in ¢raining. Now I think of it, Miss K. 

was long enough in the Rue d’ Augouléme ev- pension, 

to have made herself mistress of her movements, and to- 
have caught something of the ease and grace of les Fran- 

cuises! Foi de gentilhomme, | will go to nothing eastward 

of the Haymarket, unless these girls put themselves to 

school; I shall withdraw my countenance, and /oup from 

the stage box, together with the whole of us here at the 

Clarendon. (That, by-the-bye, was voted last night 

nem con.) Shakespear I will read incontinently in my 

I will only have eyes for Taglioni, Heberlé, 

Lecomte, and Brugnoli, ‘and ears per la Musica tedesca 

ossia Italiana ! 


men as well as women; 


room. 


Thine, 
Danpy or CLARENDON. 
(We trust our actresses will take compassion on our 
correspondent, and by the quiet grace of their future 
movements, relieve the perturbation they have thrown 
him into.] 








EPITAPH 


ON A FAITHFUL COUPLE, 


In sunny days, in stormy weather, 
In youth, in age, we clung together ; 
We lived and loved, and laughed and cried 
Together: and together diced. 
C. H. 
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